IX

IN    THE    STREAM

THREE days later in the November dusk we drove
into Staple Hill in a diminutive Occasional Four,
our suitcases in the boot.   (I had repressed an
irrational yearning to buy a carpet bag.) In Victoria
Street Jack Wilkins and old Mr, Giles were already
on the pavement.   "It's all right, boy," shouted
Jack.  "The fight's begun.  We'll be with you."  I
was to go straight off our seventy-mile drive to a
series of meetings, mostly outdoor meetings in the
cold and dark. It seemed an odd plan, but then for
the next two and a half weeks all plans, when there
were any, were odd.   But more often there were
none.   Soon Jack Wilkins and at least four others
were squeezing into the tiny car. " You're all right,
boy; you're all right," muttered Jack encouragingly.
* Now we're off." We were. We headed out into the
night. I was still at the wheel. I had been driving
for two and a half hours already and was now to
drive, losing the way in tortuous lanes, backing and
parking and turning, for another four hours in the
dark, only breaking off to make four or five im-
promptu maiden speeches, and shake hands and chat
with an unknown number of strangers. And mean-
while it would be my duty to produce on my fellow
adventurers in the car, and on every one else I met, a
continuous impression of calm and confident good